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hung limply from his lips.    She spoke casually.
"Lieutenant Greenlay is on the 'phone, sir."
" Anything urgent ? "
"He wants to know if he can bring round the
army statistics this afternoon."
The Resident, wrinkling his brow, considered
the question with slow deliberation.
"This afternoon. Ah, yes. You might inform
Lieutenant Greenlay that I shall be occupied then.
Tell him, my dear Miss Wolsey, that the old man
will be taking his siesta------"